''NOT   WITHOUT   HONOUR*'

* But at my back I always hear
Time's winged chariot hurrying near/ "

" Nay, then, Master Milton/3 said Marvell, smiling
with pleasure that the poet should have remembered
his wanton poem and called it exquisite, " if we come
to bandying verses between us, I am not one to forget
the perfection of your own lines :

* Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise
(That last infirmity of noble mind)
To scorn delights, and live laborious days ;
But the fair Guerdon when we hope to find,
And think to burst out into sudden blaze,
Comes the blind Fury with th* abhorred shears,
And slits the thin spun life.   But not the praise,
Phoebus replied, and touch'd my trembling ears.'

It is full twenty-five years since Phoebus in those very
lines gave you an immortality of fame. The wonders
that you are now producing can but ensure it, or
enhance."

" Alas ! " cried the blind man in an outburst of
despairing indignation, " what means fame, what
can be called immortality in times like these ? How
brief and sufficient is that account I have written of
myself in this newly elaborated poem :

' Though fall'n on evil days,
On evil days though faU'n, and evil tongues !9"

And as I contemplated that lonely and passionate
figure moving so close beside me when I turned into
Jewin Street, I felt the depth of truth hidden in those
poignant words. The high hopes for which he had
striven with all his ardour for more than twenty years
now lay shattered around him. The return of
sumptuous courtiers, flaunting women, and fashion-
able wits had shattered them. More devastating
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